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unending dusty road wound away into the distance.
Once I stepped on one side to avoid a hole and I trod
on a snake. He was gorged and a lump showed that
he was newly fed. A foot away was a sand-grouse's
nest full of eggs. Eagerly, with eyes watching that no
one took them away from me, I ate the eggs hurriedly.
They were set and about to hatch, but in my life I have
tasted nothing so sweet as the raw wet meat in those

At last we reached the low range of hills that lies
above Mosul, and as we came down the slope in the
dawn, the city lay below us. A soft mist from the river
gave the picture beauty. The minarets and the mosques
shone golden in the sun. Beyond it lay the ruins of
Nineveh. It was pleasant to come down into its dark,
shaded, twisting streets. We were back in the age of
the great Khalifs. The mysteries of the Arabian Nights
were there, and the Street of the Rope-Makers and the
Hunchback and the latticed windows with their promise
of black-eyed veiled women watching. We were in
another age, so that when we came to the cavalry
barracks in the great square we found one of our inter-
preters had preceded us, for he was hung in chains over
the main gate, as a warning.
We lodged foully in those barracks where vermin and
filth were plentiful. The open country was better, and
we were glad once more to move off.
We left the Tigris behind us with many deep regrets,
for in all this hard, cruel land it alone had shown itself
kind. We went westwards through parched open
plains till we came to the village of Nisibin, and in